62               From Seven to Seventy

women of all nationalities, addressing the
passers-by in the language of their country.

Everywhere were the earmarks of a populace plunged
suddenly from hard work .and poverty into riches
greater than they could conceive of, and with no time'
to- make the necessary adjustments. There were some
attempts at making social distinctions, but it was
difficult under the circumstances. Mrs. So-and-so,
who lived on Nob Hill, was probably only one genera-
tion removed from the washtttbs of Cripple Creek,
while I, a poor assistant salesman in a department
store, was a graduate of Harvard College, The father
of one young woman upon whom I used' to call had
been so busy counting his recent millions that he had not
had time to build himself one of those mansions with
a drawing-room, but still stuck to a "parlor," and used
to retire gracefully to the kitchen and allow his daughter
to entertain me, uninterrupted, in the front room of the
house. In fact, he never made his appearance, and
I saw the mother only once, both evidently departing
to the nether regions at the first ring of the doorbell.
Such a situation would never have been allowed in
New England unless the young couple were engaged,
but out West the second generation held full sway.

One home, now devoted, I think, to an art institute,
had, in the front hallway, a terra-cotta dado with
Greek heads running around it; and, lest there should
be no mistake, the name of each, hero was painted
below. But the artist was no Greek scholar. Many
words were mispelled, and in several cases (worse
still) the feminine article 37 was placed, instead of o,
before a masculine name. What cared the lady of thend kept swinging a bunch of mink skins while
